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And as one sees most fearful things

In the crystal of a dream,
We saw the greasy hempen rope

Hooked to the blackened beam
And heard the prayer the hangman's snare

Strangled into a scream.

And all the woe that moved him so

That he gave that bitter cry,
And the wild regrets, and the bloody sweats,

None knew so well as I:
For he who lives more lives than one

More deaths than one must die.

There are better things in "The Ballad of
Reading Gaol" than those inspired by Housman.
In the last of the three verses I quote there is
a distinction of thought which Housrnan hardly
reached.

" For he who lives more lives than one
More deaths than one must die."

There are verses, too, wrung from the heart
which have a diviner influence than any product
of the intellect:

The Chaplain would not kneel to pray

By his dishonoured grave:
Nor mark it with that blessed Cross

That Christ for sinners gave,
Because the man was one of those

Whom Christ came down to save.